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e is golng ta have
that at \es ..-mneml on  the
u nimber on the (sle-
Woman, He off
At the
the interview wiih Rlake,
‘1\. Now I‘rmt'k t"lr't and t",'.:'
o oW minniss inter Hober!-
#00 lolls Min énﬁ:r to call Plasa 1001 and
In wifs ot ann of the servaniy on the
one, Mine Kelly “efuses to ve Jim
® the number caligd by Alsh.
@ has a atory of the Biandlah e
:I!‘-N ready to sand out s soon aa the
oman's nama Is learned. Hiake's dntgh-
tor Gracs urrives with hsr hushand. Gav.
Hobertaon. Miss Kelly calla on
"“’t: n'rlu h‘u thugih« wood nama I:
mpanding  exposure o
ndlah ll'ldy Ia ineulted for her pains
fai:pmh tlu Bl.r:dluh hlo Kivs up l.;!!.
i aF o protect e DAmMSe. L]
refuses. Grace wsnds  for Ml Kally
wol' #en for her rudenems and bams
Anda’s ussintance. Wanda declares she
will never Lotray the Woman. The ma
chine attempts again to force Hiundigh
out of the fight, without svocems. Binkas
up the Associated Press to ordaer the
publication of the storv, but Is cul off and
conmununication |s restored teo lute to get
the story into the morning Eu:m-n Rob-
:r'm Atterupte (o foree Miss Kaelly (o
#Al the Woman's nama._ She s threat-
with Impriscnment for euttin
# converantion with the Associated
Presa because of her refusal to give the
number called by Alandish. Grace admits
that ahe knowas the name of the Woman
her husband demands that she tell it
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Jim Blake, Loser,

And wo for an Instant they stood. It
was an odd tabloau: Grace, helpless,
shaking, dumb; Wanda, her armas
clasped protectingly about the unheed.
ing Woman, who did not so much an
realize thelr presence nor feel the
warm sympathy of thelr embrace:
Mark, his triumph tinged with fmps.
tience at his wife's hesltation; Blaks,
still gripping the telephons and glow-
ering {n angry surprise st the lawyer;
Van Dyke grim, slert, master of the
moment, his lean face set in lnes of
unwonted sadness.

And |t was Van Dyke who broke the
brief sileflce. His precise dry volee
was tinged by & note of something al-

mont solemn an be addressed l{ohert-’

son.

“Mark,” he sald, “Mins Kelly bhas
told us that she promised the—the
Woman not to tell. When did she
make that promise?™ :

“What doss that matter now ™" snap
pod Mark “"Wa—" \

“Hihe nevyr beard of the affalr until
enrly this evening, So It must be
mineo then that she talked with the
Womno about it Miss Kelly has been
on duty downatairs ever since six
o'clock, Blhe has not left this hotel
How could she have communicated
with the Woman?"

“By telepbone. I—"

“1 think not," denled Van Dyke, the
eold sorrow In his volee now appareént
o every one, "“The Womun is hers
in thirn house.” .

"Bo much the betier!™ declared
Blake, again pleking up the telephons.

Van Dyke, In gloomy wonder, tur-
od on his chief.

"You bave often boasted, Jim,” sald
Be, “thet you owe your succsas to the
fact you see thlnge just & second soon:
er than other pecple. Don't you un-
durstand-—even yetl”

“Ne" growled Blake, "I don't. Out
with it, man! What are you trying to
got at? Don't beat about the bush.
You're wasting time that we haven't
kot

Van Dyke taced Roberston; his lean
face working.

“Mark," he sald, tapping the dupli
cata telephone lst, “your bouse in
New York s charged here with twe
oalls,. We thought It was & mislake

A wordiess gurgle from Jim Bilake
interrupted bhim. The telephons was
a8l down by ® band that shook as
though from palwy. For & single in-
slant the heary-lidded eyes were whol
Iy, mtarkly unvelled in & glare of un.
belleving borror. Then they turoed
ptupidly wpon Grace who bowed her
head in o spasw of bysterical uncheck:

“wd wosping before the panle query in

thair gaxe,

grotenquely. He took am Involuntary
‘wiep toward Van Dyke.  The Iatter
ralsed & protesting hand,

“Mark.” he sald, fAlnching not at sl
befoiv the bloodshot fury in the hus
band's little eyes, 'we are hore as law-
yors, an investigation. At last
we have struck tho right trall. | sam
sorYY It leads where It doss. 1—"

Ha got no further. At a stride Rob
ertson was bealde hin wite

“You bear what thls man Insinu-
nten?" he orfed thickly. *I don't ask
you to foul your lipa by denying IL
I'll attend to him later, But give ma
the right to do that by telllug the
Woman's nawe st ones.”

“Grace!”™ eroaked Hlake, bia throat
sanded with a borror that he would
not confess, “don't you hear what

‘| they're saying, girl?

in his harsh sagerness, Mark forel
Bly lifted his wife's bent head and
foroed her eyes to meet his

“What's the matter? he demanded
sharply. “Why don’t you speak? Tell
Van Dyke he lles. Tells bim he lles, [
say! On!"

His fieron appenl broke off in & ery
of pnin, He had at Inst ralsed her
face and had read It  For the briefest
momaent he stood stupafied, expression-
lesa.

"Why, Grace!” expostulated Blake,
In pititul bmavado “You're orazy!
You don't know what you're Implying
—what you're letting them think. |
won't ballave it Not a word of It
it's & trick to~—to—"

She caught his shaking hand and
murmured a broken incoherent sylia-
ble or (wo amid the passion pf her
soba

“Almighty!”

Blrke'n logs gave way and he
sprawled inert Into a chair, his head
on his breast. He had all at once
grown old—very, very old. Meantime,
Robertson bad forved his own dazed
braln back Into & semblance of ita
former strong countrol.

“Yan Dyke,” he sald as calmly as If
he were giving a routine order, “sou
will have evary trace of this story de
stroyed tonight. It must nsver get
beyond this room. 1 eanm count on
you?"

“Certainly,” agread Van Dyke with
equal cooluesa.

There was no hint in his voles or
in his manner that Mark's command
entalled tha defeat of a bill, the eol
lapse of milllons of dollars worth of
stocks, & probably panlo on 'Wall
atreet and the money intereats’ total
If temporary loss of power In con-
Eresn For the moment, the great
carporation Inwyer chanced to be also
n man

On his way from the room. Van
Dyke paused beslde Blake's chalr

“Jim." he sald hesliatingly, “I'm go-

Gathered Her Hia Arma »a

Into
Though Shs Ware a Baby,

Bhall 1 tell
come o &

Ing over to the eapitol
Mulling to let the bill
voteT'

“Yeu.” nunwered Blake, without stir
ring or so much us looking up.

“Yuua,” be sald agaln, and his voles
wan dead. "Yenr-~1'in—1'm Hoked.™

As Van Dyks opened the dor, Wan-
da made as though to follow bim.

YIf you don't need me any furthsr,
Mr, Blake,” she sald gontly, “I'll go.”

Blake Hfted a palaied hand lo nega-
ton.
“In there,” he muttered, polullug lo-
ward the door that led to the lnner
“1 must speak Lo you-—afler

g0t to know, I'm with you, no matler
what you'va done —tell ms
this all ovar and—

‘and done with-
Mark

'b
"Father!™

~bofors
The Woman faoed
horror, trace

i

was tha bitterest
against you. It's wll right, 1 tell you,
girl. s all right Dud'll sea you
through. Tou sfan't be bothersd.
There, therel Oh, don't ery like that,
darling. Don't}”
Hia volos graw husky. Leaving her
abruptly, he erossed to Robertson.
“Mark.” he faltered, avolding his
sofi-ln-law's aye, “you promised to pro-
tect her. This Is the time to do It It
was ‘for better, for womse.' If that
vow I8 any good st all, it's » good

for ‘worne’ as for ‘better”’ Mark—Dbe
gentle with her, boy.”
Slowly, with bent whoulders and

dmgging stop Plake made his way to
the big room's farthest end. There, In
the window's smbrasure, out of sar
ahot, hig buck to the others, he halted.
Drawing aside the curtalns he
glanced out Into the night. The gloom
of the sieeping city was below and
around him, But, In one bladk mmes,
tiers wupon tlerm of garish lights
glowed. Thers, In the capltol, the
Mulllne blll was coming to & vote
Thers, Matthew Standish, freed by a
mirmcie from the tolla that eraftier
men had woven sbout him, was win-
ning the wictory which was to clear
for him the pathway to the very wum-
mit of politieal power,
Hut he found his subconsclous self
etraying from the pleture o was g0
ruthlesaly drawing. His miod would
not fix itself on the lightad sapitol and
the wrick of his lifework; but erept
over back Into the dim room behind
him. Even hls tongus tricked him,
For when he would have mrde It re
cite further the tale of his lowses, It
muttered brokenly:
“My own little girl!
own little girlt™

Dud's own,

CHAPTER XXINL

The Hour of Reckoning.

Mark Robertson and his wife, lsft
plone, together, In the other end of
the grea! llbrary, faced the sltuation
for which Grace had so long been pre-
paring and for which her frightensd
yenrs of preparation bad proved so
uselews.

firut time In his ropghly ngeressiye ca-
roer, sultabla words were denied him.
Alternately he longed to tell her in
naked terms what she was and how
uiterly he despwod her. Agaln, a
gush of self-pity urged him to reproach
her for the wrecking of his idenls, the
blasting of bils happloess. Vanity
coming part way to hls aid, he framed
—and left unspoken—a curt sentence
of turewell
could say wab:

“Why didn't you tell me?

It was not what he had Inlended to
sy, It wia banal. It expressed none
of the stark moods that seethed In

thing.
| “Pm trying to make it eany. We've
‘mover bad a real quarrel, you mpd 1,

Mark strove for speech. But for lha]

And, in the end, all he |

Mark, . 80: don't let us wind 4p our
married lfs with ons, now, You are
s the fight. | am bopalemsly 1o the
wrong. | hmve cheated you. 1 admit
and I'll avcept the conseguences, It
the blood. Thers Is mush o
heredity. My father I8 a—politictan.
1don‘t know who my grandfather wan.
And If be Nad been worth knowing
about, 1'd know. There ls & bad straln
ruanlog through the family. It cropped
out fn mo. Yen, | have choated sou.
You hmd the right to demand in our
bargain the hardandfast terms the
world hns decreed: All of a wite's lite
in exchange for*s frayed and battersd
remnknt of her Busband's, | onn't
meet those terms; though 1 tried to
fool you Into belleving 1 could, So I
must moskly give up the love whoso
price I can't pay, Doa't lét's maks It
hardar by havitng & scens over L

. orereaae=="?
- o | !

room.
“You." wald Wanda, anaworing the
guestion In his look and jerking ber
pretty hand back in the direction of
the rooms sha had just quitted. “In
there. I wouldn't worry If 1 were you."

Jim Dlake's grim face ook on &
Mght s Incongruous as the play of
Bunset rays on & mummy, The mask
of age and defeat seemed to melt be
nenth It Ho took an eager atap to-
ward the (nner door,

“Tust a minute” Wanda halted him.
“You saked me to walt. If you dou't
need me hare any longer—"~

"“Yes," healtated Blake, trouble fiit-
ting aocross Lthe new light io his eyes,
“l wanted to mik you—to—not to let
Tom know aboul thia. Him siater—"*

“I'll never tsll him,' sha promised.
"l went Wim Away so he wouldn't find
out.”

“You're white, clear through,” grudg-
ingly ndmlitted Dlake. ““Will you do
one thing morel” :

"Whatt

“Pring tim back 0 ma®™

“If T maat him again she assonted
primly, "1 send—"

T didn't say ‘send"”
Blake, | sald ‘bring.’ "

“That's different. I—"

corrected

J

“Haven't | Pald? Won't You Say
We're BguareT
Good night. - 1"l stay with father antil

you cun declde just what you want to
do and on what bauls we're to sepa-
rate. 1f 1t would do any good to mak
your forgiveness 1I'd ank It, That's
nll. Good night, Mark."”

Bhe held out ber band with & shy
wistfuloess, Ho was staring straight
into ber tortured eyes and did not see
the gesture. The hand dropped back

rejoin Blake,

But at the first step, Mark barred
her way. She looked at him In tired
wonder. Hia face wan set and hard.
He made no move to touch her. His
volee, when he spoke, grated like a
file, ns he forced It belween his ub-
willing lips.

“Grace” ho began, “I've told you my
love 1a dead. And 1 lled when [ sald
it. 1 pinnped to put you out of .my
Jite. And, even whila 1 planned, |
knegw | couldn’t do 1. It doesn't mat-
ter what 1 want 1o do or what | ought

him. Yel as she did nol answer,
found himsel! asking once more:
“Why dida't you tell me?™
And now., unknown and unwished
for, there crept Into his bald question

“Tell you? she echoed,
knew how I've wanlsd to!™

“Than—"

“l didn’t dare. 1 didn't dare.”

“Truth and honor surely—"

“Your love meant more to me than
truth and honor, 1 saorificed them to

“Oh, If you

would never have forgiven me. You
know you wouldn't
you—"

“If you had loved me as & true wom-
an loves, you would have told me
You would have had to. You ecould not
have decelved me ke this, Love
doean't feed on laes, It was my right
to know everything, w»o that | could
declde my own course. Instead, you
bave led me into this trap. There s
Bo eschfle now,

« | reproachh you or to try to maka you

realize what you have done. You say
your love for me kept you from tell
Ing?
fort to you. 1—"

“You say 1 don't know what true
love 18" she laughed bitterly. I'm
Afrald | can never learn it from you
Bo your love bas died? Love ean't
die, any more than God can die, You
have never loved mao

.

"Never.

I Wyed far you.
word and act of mipe was shapod for

I knew your faults, your follles, vour
brute savagery, Aad | loved you for
them as well as for the good that was
In you, But what was It you loved?
The woman you married—or » wnow-:
white unjutly reputation? If you cared
only for the reputation—that Is gone
foravar. But If you loved mo—the
woman | am.-thes I've besn every:
thing you thought I was and wanted
me Lo be—aver gines the fArst moment
you had the right to think of me at il
1 gave you my life, from that tirme on
and forever, And It has been all yours.
Before then, It was ming.”

“And yet you let me belleve It wus
sverything-—-your whole Ife—your
frat love'

"It was, All that was worth the

be |

n nots that was almoust of antralty.|

It I've wronged | Ob, T love you!

Balleve that, If 1t Is any nou- |

1 see now that you didn't PHAlSED WORK

For you don't bnow what love means. | .
Every thought &nd| yenpy M. Stanlay Found Them Falth

you, And for you alone. | knew you. |

te do. Out of all this hideoun tangls,
bluzes forth Just one thing that | must
do whether | want o or not, T must
g0 op loving you with all my strength
pod ife.”

“Im you mean,” she panted wildly,
“do you mean that you cab—that you
wili=="

“I mean,” he cried brokenly, his seif-
control smashing to atoms under the
hammer blowe of his beart, “] mean
there Is pothing In all thin world for
me, denr love, away from you! 1 love

koop it. 1 would sacrifice them ang | *%" And | can't go on without you.
everything eolse to get it back. Is You are earth and heaven and hell to
that shameless? Perhaps. The truth | @e 1 love you. And | have forgotten |
usually 18, If I had told you, you |®verything but that Girl of my heart,

will you let me make you furget, too?
1 love you!™

CHAPTER XXII1,

The Victor?
“They didn't seem exactly to be
hunokering after my soclety In there™
| observed Wanda Kelly, "so | came
back.™

Jim Plake turned from Lthe window |
And 1t 18 too lute to | at sound of the telephone girl's pur | And—I shall never have known that

| posely ralmed volce Just within the
| threahold from the luoner rooms of the

| know It now

Hmply to her uide, and she moved to |

“I'm out of politics. My ewn game
han broken me at last I'm old. 1
I neaver 414 1111 tonight
'm old and 1 want wy children around
me."

“I'll tell Tom,"” she ngreed, softensd
denpite herself by the new supplianes
ih & volea that hind pever before heew
turned to the ases of entreaty. "'l tall
bim. I'm sure he'll come back to you
~—when he understands.
Mr. Binke.,"

“There's another thing,”
in roughly, staying her depariure,
thing that lsn't easy 1o say."”

“Then, why sany ItT

Hecausn,” he growled, “like all
things that aren't easy to say, it's a
thing that'n got to be said. Miss Kel-
iy, hnen't tooight pretiy nearly equared
tha old debt between you and me?
You and yours have suffered a lot at
my hands, Bui, after what's hap
pened here thin evanlng, | guess you'll
admit, as far as sufferlug goes, you
baven't got much on me. Havan't 1
|pald? Won't you say wi're aquare?

“We're—we're square, Mr. Hiake™
|»lm returned in a tone she could not
make wholly steady nor impersonal,
| “And,” pursund Biake, “and—Tom ™
"That's different, too,” ahe faltered.

he broke
“a

| oL

l The 'angle of the telephone Inter
rupted her. Hlake, who wan beside
|lh-\- desk, plcked up the instrument.
“Hello,” he oalled Into the transmit

ter: "“Yo—yes—nahe's here. Who
wants her? Oh! Yes, put him on this
wire."

He lowered the telophone,

“Some one o speak o you,
Kelly,” he reported,

Mechanically, she took up the re
peiver, and, by long habit, her voice
took Its professlonal drone:

“Hello!" she called.

Then, turning on Biake, In surprise,

Miss

Good night, |

WOTHER LOOK AT
GHILD'S TONGUE

If cross, feverish, constipated,
give “California Syrup

of Figs”

A laxzative today savea a sick ehild
tomorrow. Children simply will pot
take the time from play to ampty thelr
bowela, whlch become clogged up with
waste, liver gotsa sluggish; stomach
sour
Look at the fongue, mother! If cost
od, or your child {a lstless, oroms, tev-
erish, breath bad, restiess, doosa’t eat
heartily, full of cold or has sore throat
or any other children‘s aliment, glve &
teaspoonful of “Caliternia Byrup of
Figs,” then don't worry, becauss It 1s
perfoctly harmless, and In a few hours
all this constipation polson, sour bile
and fermenting waste will gently
move out of the bowala, and you hare
a wall, playful child ngaln. A thor
ough “inside cleansing™ Is oftimes all
that s nocessary. It should be the
frot treatment given in any sickness.

Bewars of counterfelt fig syrupa
Azk at the‘store for a Gi-cent bottle of
“Callfornis Syrup of Figs,” which has
full directions for bables, children of
all ages and for grown-upa plalnly
printed on the bottle. Adv.

Out of Date.

“Isn't she graceful?™

*Yen, but borribly old fashioned
o slouch ls all the style nowadays

BABY HAD PAINFUL ECZEMA

R. F. D, No. 1, Lucorne. Colo—
"About lwo years ago my baby, who
was about four moniths old at that
Hme, was aficted with eczama which
st first appeared on the back of the
peok and kept constantly snlarging.
The eczama broke out in o rash st
fret and it was small and rough and
rety red. It ltched and bumed so
wmuech that be ocould not slesp well,
sontinually turning and (wisting his
besd as the cozema wns on the back
of his neck whers he dould not get to
It to serateh well. But in rubbing so
much it became red and almost raw.
it seemed very painful as the ohild
frettod constantly. After some time &
dmilar trouble appeared on the
sheoks,

“At last & friend advised me to try
Cutioura Soap and Ointment. 1 sent
lor o sample and this did so much
good I bought a cake of Cuticura Soap
and the Cuticura Ofintment, I used
them mccording to directions mnd it
was only a month until the eczema
was apparently well and it moon en-
tirely disappeared and has never re
turned.” (Signed) Mre. Carrie M.
Brown, Mar. 2§, 1013,

Cuticura Soap snd Ofntment scld
troughout the world. Bample of each
tree, with 32.p. Skin Book, Address post

shio eried

|  “Why. It's Tom!"™

| “Yes,” drawied Blake. "So 1 gath-

| ered from the nume, I'm gind. QOlad

clear down to the ground. For both

inf you. Tell him &0, won't you?

| - . - . . -
The winter sun was butting iis way

over Lhe eastern aky-line, The dawn

| was bittercold, merclleasly clear
And Into the track of the Arst white

glittering rays walked o tired man. A |

mun who that nlght bad won & mighty
victory. A victory that foreshadowed
the richost gifts his couniry counld be
stow., Before him the future stretched
bright as that winter's dawn. As dasz
elingly brilHant. and as cold and stark.
ly emply,

In Matthew Standish’'s ears, as ha

roturned toward the loveless abode
that he hated to oall home, still mng
| schoes of the pandemonium that had
broken loose In the houss when the
Mulllns bill had gone down to defest
| *There s only oue lasting victors,”

he muttered disjointedly to himself,
na hée moved onward In the dazzling
[ (cecold trall of Nght At the Inst, It
won't ba tha world's applause that the
world's great men will remomber. [t
will ba the love smile of & Woman

What 1a the rest worth™
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OF CANNIBALS

ful Followers, Intelligent and
Trustworthy,

where It s the clistom to expows the

| bodies of the dead for dlaposal by
| beasta and birds. Hut where the dis
eane 1o of so loathsome A BAlure BAs
to repel pature's scavengers the body
| im eaten by the priests, which shows
that oMelal plety has Its uses

Henry M. Blanley was among the

Arst 10 megative the prevalling liea
that eanniballsm was the mark of a
specinl  mllotment of origioal sin
among aborigines, In faot he pre
farred cannibals bedause of Lhelr
greater intelligence and groater fAdel
ity. Now we have the opinlon of Mr
Torday, who has just returned from
the nelghborbood of Lake Tehad In
equatorial Afriea. He saye that he
was ¥irpually unarmed, and unescort
el excopt by one friend and twenly
Bimbalaland porters whg were all can:
n'bule. He says they were “‘the most
devolsd and rellable companious |
could aver wish to have Io & tight cor
" The pmactics of canulbalinm

mark of respest. Enetmles were caten
in order 1o sbsorb thelr valor. Prob-
ably the most form of cun
utballdis s to ta  Thibet, '

Ought to Be. Anyhow.

} At dinoner Mollla gaxed for & long
time at & bachelor guest, nnd then ex-
clalned:

“Mother, what is an old bachelor?™

A frown was the paly reply. But a
laugh burst forth from the assembled
company when Mollle anoswered the
fiueation to suit bermalf.

“Oh, | imow! An old bachelor ia
an old mald's husband!"

i e pem—
Pleasant for Mamma.

“And what did my Htile darling do
In prhool today? a mother asked of
her youngest son -a wecond grader,
“We had nature study, and it was my
turn to bring & specimen,” said the
boy, “That was nies. What did you
ot “I brought a cockroach In w
bottls and | told tencher wo had lots
more and If she wanied 1 would bring
'one evary day.”

srd “Cutiours, Dept. L, Bouton.'—Adv,
It Waa Ever Thus.
RIF—What s your non doing these
days?
Raff—Me—Neoebraska Awgwan

| "
Constipation caoses many serious dis

mees. It is thoroughiy cured by Doctor
Pirree’s Pleapant Peliots, Ope & lazative,
three for eathartic. Advy.

Reckless promisos soon make a
man friendlions

WHAT $10 DID
FOR THIS WOMAN

'The Price She Paid for Lydia

! E.Pinkham'sVegetable Com-

pound Which Brought
Good Health.

Danville, Va.~*1 hsvuﬂ spent ten
dollars on your medicine 1 foel o
much better than I
did when the doctor
| was treating me. 1
don't suffer any
bearing down pains
Il atall now and I sleop
well, I cannot
-
egeta-
ble Compound and
Liver Pills as the
have done so muo
for me. 1 am enjoy-

them. "’ —Mrs, MarTie HaLmy, Col-
guhone Street, Danville, Va.

No woman suffering from any form
of female troubles foma un-
til abe hu(ﬂ;m L E. Pink s
Vegetable s falr trial

ingroedients of which
native roota and herbs, has for
3 to bo a most valua-

from
forty




